Five years' penal servitude?those words meet the eye from time to time as we glance down the columns of the daily prints, and they are often, too, but unmeaning sounds to our ear. would not have uttered that word. The love which he had torn out of his heart went to feed the fountains of his hate.
victim and enter into his mental condition as that sentence of doom is pronounced over him.
In reckless despair Fred had forged his godfather's signature. Mr. Mack, too, was away from home ; everything seemed to be against Fred, and he yielded to an almost irresistible temptation. He presented the cheque himself at the bank ; it was a busy day?a Saturday?and the cashier paid it, but the forgery was too palpable and clumsy to escape immediate detection. Fred's was the latest of several similar attempts, and the bank had vowed vengeance against the next offender, let him be whom he might. Fred was detained on some pretext, and given in charge before he left the building. Perhaps even if his father could have stayed proceedings by a word, he would not have uttered that word. The love which he had torn out of his heart went to feed the fountains of his hate. They lived within a mile or two of each other, nearer than they had often been in their separate lives, but never more widely severed in feeling. Mr. Eastgate told himself that he was childless; and yet, perhaps, the gloomy, harsh old man, who was free to come and go, to surround himself with comforts and luxuries, if he cared for these, was more unhappy than the criminal behind prison bars.
( To be continued.)
